avoiding one another's eyes a little se!f-coBsc!ousiy5 as
was her way. Miss Jenny traveled very little, and in
Pullman smoking-rooms not at all, and people won-
dered where she got her stories,, who had told them to
her. And she repeated them anywhere and at any time,
choosing the wrong moment and the wrong audience
with a cold and cheerful audacity* Young people liked
her, and she was much in demand as a chaperone for
picnic parties*

She now spoke across the room to the hostess* "I'm
going home, Belle/5 she stated. "1 think we are all
tired of your party. I know I am," The hostess was a
plump? youngish woman and her cleverly-rouged face
showed now a hysterical immersion that was almost
repose^ but when Miss Jenny broke into her conscious-
ness with the imminence of departure^ this faded
quickly and her face resumed its familiar expression
of strained and vague dissatisfaction and she protested
conventionally but with a petulant sincerity, as a well-
bred child might.

But Miss Jenny was adamant. She rose and her
slender wrinkled hand brushed invisible crumbs from
the bosom of her black silk dress. "If I stay any longer^
I'll miss Bayard^s toddy-time/3 she explained with her
usual f orthrightness. "Come ons Narcissa^ and I'll drive
you home."

"I have my car^ thank you* Miss Jenny," the young
woman to whom she spoke replied in a grave contralto,,
rising also; and the others got up with sibilant gather-
ing motions above the petulant modulation of the
'hostess9 protests^ and they drifted slowly into the hall
and clotted again before various mirrors^ colorful and
shrill. Miss Jenny pushed steadily toward the door.

"Come along,, come along/9 she repeated. "Harry
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